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9, 10, ii. Thy rod of iron shall, if kings rise

Against Thee, bruise them into dust,
Like pots of clay: therefore be wise,
Ye Princes, and learn judgments just;
Serve God with fear; tremble, yet trust.             20

12. Kiss and do homage to the Son,

Lest His displeasure ruin bring:
For if that fire be but begun,
Then happy those that themselves fling
Under the shelter of His wing.                            25

PSALM 51

1.  GOOD God, unlock thy magazines
Of mercy, and forgive my sins.

2.  Oh, wash and purify the foul
Pollution of my sin-stain'd soul.

3.  For I confess my faults, that lie                           5
In horrid shapes before mine eye.

4.  Against Thee only and alone,
In Thy sight, was this evil done,
That all men might Thy justice see

When Thou art judg'd for judging me.               10

5.  Even from my birth I did begin
With mother's milk to suck in sin.

6.  But Thou lov'st truth, and shalt impart
Thy secret wisdom to my heart.

7.  Thou shalt with hyssop purge me, so                 15
Shall I seem white as Alpine snow.

8.  Thou shalt send joyful news, and then
My broken bones grow firm again.

9.  Let not Thine eyes my sins survey;

But cast those cancelled debts away.                  20

10. Oh, make my cleansed heart a pure cell,
Where a renewed spirit may dwell.